to appreciate and to return it, for from time to time he
would send her messages asking her to write to him as she
had promised to do. He would also reserve for her special
copies of his books as they were published. Unable himself
to believe in immortality and a prey to a depression ap-
proaching melancholia he clung to the thought of her un-
wavering faith and would not allow her to go out of his
life.
On two occasions he went so far as to ask her to come to
him and each time she answered the summons. But when
we reached Gardone and went up to the Vittoriale he
gave way to his curious mental affliction that caused him
to hide even from his nearest and dearest, and except that
we made a very good, friend of his devoted chatelaine,
Luisa Baccara, we might as well have remained away; he
never again emerged from his seclusion.
Twice we spent a week at the Grand Hotel in Gardone,
waiting for the summons that never came, and at intervals
the car would come down from the villa to fetch the letters
which he begged her to write ... there was a curious affinity
of some sort between them, in which I could never have had
any part.
The second time that we made the journey we were
staying at Merano in the Tyrol and we drove to Gardone
in the middle of April through that incredible Adige Valley.
The sky was of sapphire overhead, the immense mountain
peaks wore their winter snows and we drove through miles
and miles of blossoming trees shading from crimson to
paper-white, and lunched by the lakeside at lovely Malce-
sitie.
Of all the gifts the Comandante gave her she treasured
most the silver medal of the British Literary Society. It
had bem presented to 'Gabriek d'Annunzio, poeta e voce
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